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DEAD SEA SCRAWLS 


.debtor's prison is always a threat especially to young 

entrepreneurs./.and the prospect of finding a real live sugar/ 
momma is too much to hope for in this village...and since our 
new motto is Chien Enrage / on the moon by '68...beat the rus- 
sians and the americans..-.we thought it would oe an excellent 
idea to have a bank account... and how do you do that...???... 
advertise...of course...take advantage of our heritage...and 
so we put up a number of posters around the city which read... 
Anyone Who Is Ahead Is Spiritually A Wild Dog...hoping of course 
for more sales and subscriptions...but that only lasted a short 
time...two days after we put up the signs we were raided by 
the Narco Cats at Wild Dog Headquarters...Box 11094...dig that... 
everyone is hip...so that ended our Space Race...this govt jus 

dont dig competition-.what is their motto????First in 

Space...last in Race!..the library scene h?ss not im¬ 

proved. .. still deskless...but gettin used to my Le Vieux Vaga¬ 
bond role...and now there is more...might be canned on the 1st 
of December...new rule...all male cats must wear ties beginnng 
the first of the month...and i had only one thing to tell the 
head librarian...Nbooooooool1111...next it will be the beard... 
and then frontal lobotomy masks...im being paid to be a music 
librarian not a vrai de vrai...no tie on Tuesday...join the ranks 

of the unemployed+/4g&[°.dug the santy claus parade the 

other night...one of the floats...nativity scene...makin.it down 
the street in uptime to Jingle Bells Rock...Joseph standin there 
poppin his fingers and Mary being very cool diggin babyj. with 
a very unvirgin-like-stare.. .and now everyone makin it "co the 
finance companies to swing this holiday season...find out what 
Big B and Santa have conjured up in gadgetry this year........ 

.Darius Milhaud will be here in December when the Utah Sym¬ 
phony and Chorus performs his Pacem in Terris...an American,pre¬ 
miere. ..later this piece will be recorded by Vanguard^. ... .Mil¬ 
haud was commissioned by the French govt to compose this music 
for the inaugural concert of the Palace of Radio and Television.. 
.........he coped an Easter speech given by the Pope and put.it 

to music/cant wait until the Swingle Singers get a hold of it... 

___what is the slogan for Vanguard????... Recordings for the 

Connoisseur?????.i bet they would never record Mingus or 

the Beatles who say a hell of a. lot more for our scene than Pacem 
in Terris...metaphysical music is fine but i would like to.know 

where there is peace on earth?????.Africa? Latin America.'' 

Harlem? Mississippi?.._but i will go to the concert and hope 

like everyone else...but...hope like hell that i wont sit on my 
ass and try to decide whether the Japanese Beetle Is/is not a 
valid symbol in American Literature...thinking.that i am making 
it with the neo/renaissance....sheeeeet....it is now an economic 
renaissance...and i dont care how many malcontents are making, 
it with the paints/poems/pot(s)...there aint goin to be any big 










• * * 


scene culturally until a lev; basic things are taken care off... 
and you should know v/here this country is on that scene... right 
Right... right????on the bottom. and v/hat is going to happen 
when South America blows up in our faces...in the letter*from 
Mexico City Meg predicts ten years...not very much time...not 
enough for anything to be done to prevent a complete economic 
collapse when this country loses South America as a South of the 
Border...Friend????...and if the United States plays all its 
scenes right with all the other countries it is trying to control 
and exploit there should be one big explosion..and'there is 
only one way fascism can go when it loses control...... it is nice 

to think about Peace on Earth but this country has not had that 
right since Red Erik'was more than a-beer*, or: the first Indian 
was killed...and some historians call that a Renaissance.... 

.keep your toes pointed... 


i remain dear readers your 
most humble 
and, 

faithful servant... 


....jolly gino the giant 


1. The dots are mine.... 
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ONE POEM & THREE TRANSLATIONS 


EXILE 


He went 

the symbol of sorrow 
into that huge country 
knowing neither language 
nor custom 

to remain 
always 

the stranger among strangers 

to stand in his age 
straight as a board 
with iancers 

of the non-existent army 


3 


TRANSLATIONS 


KRAJOBRAZ POLSKI [from the Polish of Roman Sliwonik] 


Wychlutnipta szarofei p61 

pod niebem wysokim 

pod niebem ktd>re jest bia^ym morzem 

szary ptak pnie sif wysi/kiem diwifku 
at opada zm^czonym kamieniem 
y/ • sprichnialy zq.b wierzby 


nadchodzi ciemnosz 


jeszcze raz sconce czerwonym promieniem 
poderwie z zierni krtbtki trzepot ptaka 
i psy z noca na pyskach 
b^dq. szczekafc do dalekich tv/iate^. 


POLISH LANDSCAPE 


, Gray splash of fields 
' under the towering shy 
under the white sea of sky 

a gray bird climbs by force of sound 
till he fa .11s a tired stone 
in the rotten tooth of a willow 


night comes on 


once more red rays of the sun 
set a bird to fluttering 
and dogs with night on their noses 
will bark at the far lights. 


f 


wxb6r 


M6wi/em 

jest dedna ciemnoti 
jeden twit 
i j edno drzewo 

a byXo 

tysiac ciemno&ci 
tysi%c twittw 
i tysiac drzew • 

i jeszcze by % zgieXk tysi&ca drtg i tcietek 
kaide spojrzenie ustawiaXo mnie-w przestrzeni 
wszyscy zabierali mnie z sob^. i zostawiali 
ze wszystkimi odchodziXem i powracaXem 

i jeszcze byX osobny krzyk moich palcdw 
i moich wXosd>w 
brz§k osypujacego si^ nieba 
i zawodzenie ziemi 

pochylony 

m&wi^ zmeczonq.. twarz^— 

jest jedna ciemnofet 
jeden twit 
i jedno drzewo. 



CHOICE 


I said 

there is one darkness 

one dawn 

and one tree 1 

and there were 
a thousand darknesses 
a thousand dawns 
and a thousand trees 

and still there was confusion, highways and byways by 

/the thousand 

every time I looked I was stuck differently into space 
everybody took me with him and left me 
I left them all and came back 

and still there was the personal scream of my fingers 
and my hair 

the crash of the falling sky 
and the deceit of earth 

my twisted lips 
say 

there is one darkness 
one dawn 
and one tree. 


[■untitled] 


Ktofe uybiegX rankiem 
z ustami dzvraniacymi kolorem sn6w 
bieg/ lekko rado^nie 
grajac palcami 

na -brzeczaeych promieniach s/ofica 
i fepiewa^ z ptakami 
piekno zb6£ 

po^udnie salewa^o mu oczy 
tb^tym potem s^oftca 
dXofimi odpychaX powietrze 
]ak cie„£kie g^azy 
droga uxviesi^a sie n6g 
biaXym zmeczeniem 

ale bieg^ 

bo \io%a£ niecierpliv/o&ciq. cel 
i kolorem sn6w 

na czarna koleine, nocy 
kto£ upad^ 
bia,la twarza_ 

bezw^adnie v/yciagni^tq, reka b^aga£ 
nieuidocsny horyzont 

rankiem mineJLi go starcy 
ktirzy szli pov/oli 
Smiejac si%. z£o£liT/ie. 



[untitled] 


In the morning 
someone run out 

his lips ringing the color of dreams 
lightly he ran ' 

happily 

his 5 fingers playing 

the clinking strings of sunlight 

with the birds he sang 

the beauties of standing grain 

in the afternoon 
his eyes were filled 
with the yellowing sun 
his hands beat the air 
heavy as rocks 

the weary whiteness of the road 
clung to his feet 

but he ran 

for the impatience of desire called 
and the color of dreams 

in the black rut of night 

someone fell 

his white face 

his inert hand outstretched 

implored the blind horizon 

in the morning 

the elders taking their time 

passed him by 

Viscious their laughter. 


-victor contoski 

[translations from the Polish] 




FIVE POEMS 


Northern Summer 


A shoal of young girls drift down the beach 
with the dusk, 

orphans from a summer convent, 
so many ugly, fat or skinny 
that I wonder if not by design, as with those nuns 
in hot climates who can take pills 
to bring on pustules 
and so discourage revolutionaries 
or ravishers. 

These run when a wave rushes them, their wet skin 
taking what's left of the light. 

More than I should have 
I've dreamed of having girls underwater 
or in surf. 

Once I caught a drowning girl's body to me 
and felt convulsions sweeping her as no passion could. 
But then, against the earth, 
naked beneath me, her lips and nipples blue, 
the surf's sound 

in her throat, I bent and pumped her back to life. 

I knew her later, a sweet girl, 

but she never dared the sea again 
or me. 

Now as they move 

silently about my carcass flung across their path 
I know it's not 

loving I want, nor teasing 
a mere slip of a moonbitch from virginity, 
but a dream 

where together we go lighting driftwood fires 
across the dunes 

till the moon looses us to run along the seawind 
and.then fall panting 

in the lush and reedy dark, 
far apart. 

But they go 

and. the dream ancient in summer 
goes with them. Now I lie on this municipal beach 
near fishermen 

lured to the dark by great fish 



that come only when it is flushed cold with the tide, 

Ahd they go too 

at tide's turning. 

Then the wind overreaches the waves 
pulling them forward 

shy as girls drawn by the hair 
to kiss wet darkness beneath them, 
and a strange crying 

besets hearing from further than eyes can make out, 

just before dawn 
floods both 
land and sea. 

uuuuumuuuuuuuiu 


Heat Wave 


On the boardwalk 

old men take off their hats 
& dream of the city, once theirs, 
calling the sea in. 

The wind pushes 
into the sweat 

of a woman a yard wide at the hips, 
into the smells 
of hotdogs & warm beer 

& across sand 

a pale spider makes false rushes 
at a string trailed 

from the fingers of a kid 
who is watching a girl’s thighs 
open as softly 
as a clam mined by the sun. 

Squalls crack light below the horizon 
but the heat holds. 

The old men, forgetting 
the city that broke them out of it 
long ago, 
sleep by the sea, 
dreamless. 
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Backcountry Spring 


If not fire then 
flood 

if not flood then 
fire 

a bitter aftertaste 
in the water 

Unemployed men 
in winter skin & hunger 
hiring out 
to the state 
!.'25 an hr 

the rest of the countryside 
careless 

with matches & overloaded 
dams 



The Swamp of Scoy 1 s Pond 


A roughcut logging trail 

digs into underbrush climbs a hill 

breaks into a clearing fast on swampwater 

Hot wind maims scrub 

feints at bracken, tossock, pickerel weed 
hugging ditches 

Three hawks in tandem 
wheel 

arc 

fibering air 

In brown murk the silt planes down 
script of larva 

blistering mud 
Breath nears fever 

halts altogether 

as the surface 

creases the sun's core 

& end to end a half mile the wind skids 
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A Call 


Floodtide sinks the sandbar. 

Only waves faltering out of rhythm 
show where' it was. 

Currents gnaw debris free from banks 
for burial in the black mud of the marsh. 

Idling in the pentacle of an old army tent 
I would have the green heat speak 
of why it flows so close under the earth, 
making my shadow blur. 

But the wind rising is enough, all afternoon 
it has me 

thinking what a wind thinks 
miles past land. 


-alien planz 



F I EL 0 ING DAWSON 


THE FIGURE IN THE SKY 


|N BASIC TRAINING THE C°RP°RAL handed a rifle to the train¬ 
ee who didn't carry any gun- the trainee flushed with embarrass¬ 
ment AND SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS AND TOOK THE RIFLE, AND STANDING WITH 
IT IN HIS HANDS THE CORPORAL SNARLED, 

"NOW WE GET YOU." 

HE PUSHED THE CONFUSED TRAINEE OUT ON THE PORCH WHERE ALL 
THE OTHER TRAINEES, WHO POLICED THE AREA, COULD SEE HIM. 

THE CORPORAL SCREAMED TO THEM ALL; "THIS CONSCIENTIOUS 
OBJECTOR HOLDS A WEAPON A COURT MARTIAL OFFENSE.'" ADDING SOFTLY 
TO THE TRAINEE, "|'M GOING TO GET YOU." 

THE TRAINEE LATER WEPT, AND THE OTHER Gl'S IN THE COMPANY 
TRIED TO SOOTHE HIM. A SERGEANT SAID THE CORPORAL SIMPLY HATED 
HIM, AND SAID A C°URT MARTIAL IS A LOT OF RED TAPE, DON'T WORRY. 

NOTHING HAPPENED. THE CORPORAL WAVED AND GRINNED THE NEXT 

DA Y . 

|N KOREA, IN THE COLD, THEY THREW CORPSES OUT OF FOX HOLES 
AND GOT IN AND FROZE THEIR FEET IN MUD AND MASTURBATED; THE 
COUPLE OF HUNDRED AMERICAN Gl'S HAD RAPED FOUR AMERICAN NURSES 
MILES BACK AND LEFT THEM GAPING BLGODLY AND DEAD; THEY TORTURED 
EMEMY PRISONERS AND MUTILATED THEIR CORPSES; DEATH ON THEIR 
MINDS THEY STUCK IN MUD AS THE CHINESE ADVANCED THEY CUT THEM 
INTO A RISING WALL OF CORPSES AND STILL THE CHINESE CAME; IN 
THE THICK OF IT A HELICOPTER ARRIVED AND ALL THE OFFICERS AND 
SERGEANTS GOT IN. 

SWEEPING UPWARD THE SERGEANT LOOKED DOWN AT THE CHINESE 
SWARMING OVER KILLING AND MUTILATING THE AMERICAN SOLDIERS; THE 
CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR SAW THE HELICOPTER CURVE INTO THE SKY, 

AND A MOMENT LATER REGRETTED HIS NOT HAVING KILLED HIMSELF AS 
THE FIRST ENEMY FACE MET HIS, AND WITHOUT ANYTHING TO SAVE HIM 
HE FOUGHT WITH HIS HANDS FOR LIFE AND ALL HOPE WAS GONE, AND 
WHEN HIS ENEMY WAS ON HIM IN SUCH A WAY HE SCREAMED, THINKING, 
PASSIONATELY, ALL THESE BODIES WERE RUSHING TO KILL HIM, AND 
DYING SWIFTLY, AS HE WAS DOING, MEETING SOMEONE WHO HATED HIM 
BECAUSE HE WAS THERE; HIS EYES BULGED OUT OF HIS FACE AND HE 
GAVE IN, FALLING HE GAVE HIMSELF TO HIMSELF VANISHING, AND THEY 
CUT UP HIS CORPSE; THEY ALSO DIED, AND THEY TRIED TO KILL OTHERS 
FIRST. DEAD EYES WERE PUNCTURED BY BAYONETS; THE PENIS AND 
TESTICLES WERE CUT OFF AND CRUSHED - IN AN UPWARD MOTION WHERE 
HE SEEMED YET TO WAIT; THAT MAN STOOD THERE FOR HIM, AND HE 
VANISHED INTO HIS ARMS, 
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TWO TRANSLATIONS 


POEl/iES [French text by Jules Supervielle] 


Une apparition tonnante de'corbeaux 
N l est-ce pas suffisant pour eclairer des etres 
Lorsque brutaleinent se ferment les fenetres 
Sous la lumiere dont saigne chaque lambeau. 

Et puisqu’on ne sait plus ou sont joie et douleur, 
Que l 1 on etouffe enfin le triste oiseau du coeurl 
Et pour que I’ame avec la lune recommence 
Qu’on donne maintenant la parole au silence! 

Puisque^le jour n’est jour que pour les yeux ouverts 
Les tenebres iront se jeter dans la men. 

Puisque a force d’etre etoile le ciel chancelle 
Le ciel se videra-d»etoiles comme d’ailes. 

Les coeurs s 1 arreteront de battre et de souffrir 
Et rien ne restera des os apres mourir. 


POEMS 


Isn't a thundering appearance of crows 

Enough to inform creatures 

When windows are slammed shut 

Under the light whose every scrap bleeds? 

And since we don't know where joy and sorrow a^e. 
Let's finally wring the neck of our heart's sad bird. 
And so that.our soul may be renewed with the moon 
Now let's give silence words! 

Since day isn't day except to open eyes 
Darkness will•go jumping into the sea. 

Since the sky staggers under the weight of stars 
The sky will be emptied of stars as of wings. 

Hearts will stop beating and suffering 

And nothing will remain of bones after death. 




L'ART DE MOURIR [french Text by Pierre Emmanuel] 


Brune sous les javelles^blondes 
Pareille a la terre en ete 
C ! est toujours le matin- du monde 
Quand nous saluons la beaute 


+ 


0 chanson poignardee 
Ou les couteaux scintillent 

Est-il plus belle tige 
Qu’une epee pour un coeur? 
En-mai fleurit la pierre 
Pour que ton coeur s’cuvrit 
Je lui donnai pour tige 
L'acier qui ne flechit 

II a fleuri tout blanc 
Pres d’un etang do lune 
Narcisse ton odeur 
M T emplit de nuit le coeur 


+ 


Le del* clepsydre renversle 
Laisse glisser ses astres - 
En I'ame ensommeillee 

L'homme au matin se levs 
Sablier retourne. 


+ 

L ! ombre des arbres 
Sur le chemin 
Est tout en fleurs 
Le soldat chante 

(Les Fleurs fletries 
Jonchent sa tombe 
Qua I’arbre encore 
Ne porte fruit) 
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THE ART Of DYING 


Brown under the yellow sheaves 
Like the earth in summer 
It's always morning in the world 
When we greet beauty 


+ 


0 wounded song 
Where knives shine 

Is there a lovelier stem 
Than a sword for a heart? 
The stone blooms in May 
To make your heart open 
for a stem I gave it 
The unbending steel 

It blossomed all white 
By a pool of moonlight 
Narcissus your scent 
fills my heart with night 


+ 


An inverted water clock, the sky 
lets its stars slip 
Into the drowsy soul 

Man rises in the morning 
An hourglass turned over. 


-t 


The shade of the trees 
On the road 
Is all in blossoms 
The soldier sings 

(The withered blossoms 
Scatter over his grave 
for the tree still 
Bears no fruit) 


Au gre 
De 1’onde 

Coulent les regrets , 

Au gre 
Du vent 

S’egouttent les larmes 

Au gre 
Du sang 

S’effrite le temps 




L’art de mourir 

Les oiseaux nous I’apprennent 

IIs tombent 

Avec les feuilles 

Les nefles durent 

Plus long temp's qu’eux 

Nul bruit ou presque 
Des qu’ils sont murs 
Vite ils se perdent 
Dans le fosse 

Ce sont les morts 
Les plus pudiques 


+ 





Les amants dormant 
Dessous la mer 
Mais l’homme seul 
Dort sous la terre 
Combien leurs reves 
Sont differents 


+ 


Le prisonnler 
Prend gout aux pierr.es 
La nuit en reve 
II est carrier 
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At the will 
Of the wave 
Regrets flow 

At the will 
Of the wind 
Tear's fall 

At the will 
Of the blood 
Time crumbles 


+ 


Birds teach us 
The art of dying 
They fall 
With the leaves 
The medlars last 
Longer than they 

Ho noise or almost none 
Since they’ve been worn out 
They are lost quickly 
In the drain 

They are the dead 
The most modest 


+ 


The lovers sleep 
Under the sea 
But the lonely man 
Sleeps under the earth 
How different 
Are their dreams 


+ 


The prisoner 

Takes a liking to stones 
At night he dreams 
He’s a quarryman 


L'ete sans un ruisseau le del sans charite 
L’arbre sans un oiseau tout le long de l’ete 
Quand visndras-tu touts linipide aridite •• • 
Desalterer mon ame 

Demeure ainsi mills ans encore sans bouger 
Calleux_, rugueux a force d’immobilite 
Et tes bras fleuriront comae un pecher d’automne 
Peut-etre un passereau viendra-t-il s’y percher 


umuiiMiiimmumim 
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The summer without a stream the merciless shy 
The tree without a bird all through the summer 
T/hen will you come all limpid dryness 
To quench my soul 

Stay like this for a thousand years more Without moving 
Callous and rough through immobility 
And your arms will bloom like a peach-tree in autumn 
Maybe a passer-by will come and perch there 


-—Charles guenther 

[translations from the French] 


poppppipoppopipppppppppoppppop 
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margaret randall de mondragon 


AN INTERVIEW: David Alfaro Siqueiros 


David Alfaro Siqueiros, 15th of September 1964, at his home in Rincon del 
Bosque, Mexico City— early morning, finishing breakfast, Sergio and 1 
with Joaquin Sanchez Macgregor (Mexican poet and philosopher, and friend 
of the artist)* Warm embraces to Joaquin and Sergio: genuine pleasure 
at seeing us all* Tall glass of 'cafe con leche'. Half and half, Rive 
small murillo brushes on the table having been chosen for work on the 
Chapultepec mural. 

Speaks of four years of confinement, few people having been allowed to 
visit, Sergio (interviewing the artist some three years ago) having been 
rare exception to rules permitting family only. Tremendous amount of 
mail from all over the world, 20,000 cards with drawings from children 
in East Germany, many of then! too young to write had the address printed 
on by teacher. Currently involved in answering letters from every corner 
of the world. 

The painter is one of those men of genius whose 67 years are concealed be¬ 
neath enormous vitality, strength, comprehensive being. And he begins 
to talk with that vigor characteristic of those few men whose historic 
stance has placed them beyond the partisan drive of action at the level 
of ambition, Siqueiros is a man of faith rather than a religious person, 
a great leader cf people rather than a political man, an exceptional person¬ 
ality whose media has been and is: painting and social reform. 

He talks predominately of the relationship between paintings and rnurals- 
the (in his own words) somewhat 'intellectual* argument provoked by his 
current retrospective show at Mexico's Misrachi Gallery, The exhibition, 
placing some 200 works done in prison along side a variety of older and 
larger paintings (most of them studies for mural details), gives rise to 
this new image of Siqueiros: a great artist completely outside the mural 
frame. Many of the smaller paintings conceived in prison are almost com¬ 
pletely abstract. Almost two hours of conversation —@.t times verging on 
monologue- are devoted to a conclusive emphasis on Siqueiros as a muralist, 
painter of history, historic painting rejuvinated, turned around from the 
European negative concept, the other direction, with great meaning from 
and for Mexico, a monument whose possible alternatives are stripped away 
by every logic -aesthetic as well as social. 

Siqueiros speaks of an age of instant art, the great production cf Picasso, 
his own amazing quantity from the four prison years, comparison of values 
ridiculous to put to test, the worth of a singular work of art incompar¬ 
able to discussion from one side or the other. The difference of experience, 
the individual painting coming from the solitary moment of the solitary 


painter for the individual viewer* Impossibility of comparison is 
reiterated again and again, but the emphasis is strong in implication,, 
Siqueiros is a muralist and considers himself as such. 

He speaks of the complex problems of the mural, dimension, structure, 
thematic destination, projection, space, mechanical and material prob¬ 
lems, and the great transcending which we are later to confirm vividly 
as we accompany the artist to his current scene of operations on the 
unfinished mural of the revolution in the castle of Chapultepec. This 
is only one of several works left unfinished at the time of his capture 
and imprisonment four years ago. 

Now he speaks with irony and some bitterness of the administration which 
kept him imprisoned and the president who, one month ago, pardoned him 
for his ’artistic service to his country'. "They pardoned me so I could 
continue to paint," he remarks, "but they forgot to approve the budget 
for my murals in progress." 

He is working 14 hours a day on the unfinished mural in Chapultepec, 
paying his assistants and buying materials from his own pocket. To date 
he has spent close to 80,000 pesos on wood, stretchers, canvass, paints 
and assistants' salaries, 

We talk of the five museums opening this month in Mexico City—the unfor- 
giveable politicking, his exclusion of a wall (for a mural) in the new 
Museum of Anthropology, his virtual exclusion from the.opening show at 
the new Museum of Modern Art, And the lack of thought in planning both 
museums.'.' The vast anthropology exhibition housed in one of the largest 
buildings in the world dedicated exclusively to one culture is arranged 
from a purely artistic rather than social point of view. Artifacts 
created as social and religious implements will be treated as individual 
unrelated works of art. And he goes on to speak of the Museum of Modern 
Art: a low-ceilinged gallery of small pinwheel screens in no way filling 
the necessities of a museum of modern art and incapable of showing to any 
advantage the muralistic contribution which Mexico offers to this cultural. 

media. He tells us of the original plans for this museum, plans born 
in discussion among the great artists of Mexico: Diego Rivera, Orozco, 

others. And artists still alive who were in on these original sessions 
and their lack of nanifestation, lack of fight as the old plans were 

discarded and the government 'with its staff of experts' created the use¬ 
less building now about to be opened to the public. "Now, when critics 
from all over the world are congregated in Mexico," Siqueiros sighs, "They 
will laugh at what we call a Museum of Modern Art." 

He speaks of his time in prison, four years, the confinement, the change 
in his work, the hundreds of small paintings coming from this period, 
his feeling about them, their influence on work he'll be doing from 
now on. He tells of his few hours daily devoted to these works, how 
he surreptitously wrapped them in brown paper, how Angelica, his wife, 
almost daily took them out of the prison. His strange emphasis on land¬ 
scape, the eye of the imagination cut off from contact, most excrutiatingly 
notable in the two exceptional canvasses titled 'night' and 'day' which 
we had stood before in awe at his exhibition. 



Again he speaks of the difference between a painter of 'pictures’ and 
a painter.of murals -the natter of direction, inward or outward, his 
feeling himself a person of outward inclination and direction, an almost- 
aversion to the solitary stance of the 'inward’ painter. ’’For me," he 
says,^"confinement was torture. I sprang from those walls like a male 
goat. (Me_sa ii como cabra ■) And he speaks of other work in prison, 
the stage production for which he designed his now-famous sets. "The 
best actors were those guys in for attacking cabbies’" he laughed. 

We touch on the drawings, for a book by Walter Lowenfels (we have come, 
among other things, to ask Siqueiros to illustrate this poem about 

. LAND OF THE R03EBERRISS, 


America we are translating and will soon publish) 


We are aware we.had been promised fifteen minutes and cautioned to arrive 

iH 11 ®- 1a * m ‘ It is now close to eleven but the Painter seems 
completely involved in our visit and not at all nervous or anxious to be 

on his way. tie talks about his trip to India and China just before his 

1 ^ lPr u S rf ent! ° f a conversation » 'through interpreter, with a young hindu 
who had oeen fasting for 24 days. The hindu, dressed in rags of inde¬ 
scribable filth, covered with excrement, the dirt literally a growth on 
his body, is drinking a bit of water. "From Mexico?" he murmurs, looking 
st biqueiros, "From that country of Christians?" And with that he begins 
«nT er ^ a i history of terror from the Crusades through the Conquest. 

Blood, he hisses, "Blood and terrorism,. The Christian countries. 
Destroyers of cultures.'" And he finishes up with the dropping of the 
atom bomb on Hiroshima.- "No wonder you picture your savior drenched in 
^iqueiros’ mention of this incident is in partial answer to our 
concern with the impressive series of ’Cristos’ painted during his im¬ 
prisonment. "I must have been somewhere thinking of the talk with that 
m u, whi e painting those Christs," he says. We remember having been 
completely compelled by his Christ -image, especially the singular paint- 

S I 1 ®®! 1 °^ Curist . with its title : ONLY HE WHO BELIEVES IN CHR IST- 
~- (- s °l° quien cree en cris to puede pintar a cr isto). This 

from the head of Mexico’s Communist party, had claimed our attention. 

Now he discussed the three paintings of Christ and we realized that, this 
man of faith transcends completely any apparent duality, religious, pol- 
xticai or otherwise. His mention of the third painting in this series, 
e Christ without arms floating over a world of ashes, is a definitive 
explanation of his particular vision in this instance. We talk a bit of 
our common project, and he reminisces a moment about Hart Crane, his 
vision of America (in reference to Lowenfels’ Book), his friendship with 
Crane here in Mexico, Crane going down at the. end with the pulque habit, 
falling out cold m tie doors of pulqueria s. Siqueiros having painted 
his portrait once with a bottle of tequila to sustain the model, and Crane’s 
going to sleep as each sitting ended. 

Siqueiros rises to keep his date with the mural in Chapultenec. We 

ask i A we may accompany him for a short while and he consents, indicating 
that we are to follow him in our car. 1 8 

Behind closed doors the project is being continued, workmen 6if scaffold¬ 
ing are already against the walls, sighting off scale lines, opening 











giant cans of acrylic paint. The mural is enormous, it transends im¬ 
mediately any intellectual discussion of muralism vs. the easle canvass. 

In its presence one is drawn away from every outside consideration. 
Completely without breaks, even where the wall cuts or corners, the 
movement is a continuous flow which the eye is compelled to follow. 

In places completed, in places verging off into large areas of blocked 
out movement continued with the swish of the airbrush, the entirety 
pulls one right out of now into the x.exican revolution; and not only 
confines one to its singular drama but crashes into its contemporary 
relevance as well. 

And here we remembered that Siqueiros fought, was a Captain in the Mexican 
devolution as well as a Colonel in the Spanish Civil War. We think of his 
stance as a soldier later when we see him painting high up on the scaf¬ 
fold, the gestures of his body coming to terms with the immediate prob¬ 
lematic, a dance of strength and mastery. But now he is walking along 
the inside of this recreate! world, speaking to us of the vision, the 
process of the revolution, Porfirio Diaz stomping on human rights, surr¬ 
ounded by his court, the movement of the famous women of the court, 
the faces of the military men (the hundreds of accurate portraits -and 
scattered on improvised tables below we see the many old photos, news- 
clippings, research), the peasants, the workers, ail moving forward in 
one inevitable direction, the battle itself, Zapata, the thousands of 
wide-brimmed hats,- the lines of rifles, the women soldiers curving around 
the many-faceted wall, moving with their destiny. And the present: men 
without fighting spirit, hands at their sides, the direction fallen (?) 
inward. The scenes of struggle, of misery, areas as yet unpainted de¬ 
signated to more recent events, the living history of a people on the 
upward swing towards justice and social equality. With the agonies and 
joys implicit. Siqueiros says: "I say this; I have to ask. myself if I 
can accept the commission to paint a mural about the Revolution. If I 
do, I must look at it in this way — I fought in that Revolution and I 
am a painter. Can my realization be anything but explicit, informative, 
realistic as well as deeply plastic?" 

Siqueiros moves away to talk to his four helpers, gestures us to be 
comfortable, and mounts the scaffolding before his work for the day. 

It is obvious why he is footing the bill for completion of this w^rk. 

He doesn't think this year will see its end. This is a revolution in 
painting and a revolution in historic art. 
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FOUR POEMS 


FROM AN UNDELIVERED BIRTHDAY CARD 


The way With June is this: 
it ends 

(and first it's my sister’s birthday) 
then it ends • 

Today in the smell of 

elderberry blossoms 

today in the colour of 

rice crispies on a steel spoon of milk 

today in the hand of 

putty & windowglass of 

getting confused/fingers/putty oil/ not really finding/ 
a way/looks bad/keeps falling out/the deuth/of the 
impossibility/thickness/frush/fruss/infinite heartless 
boredom/shit/frustration 

of desire to know/therefore control 

Or Awhile 

Swing Today is Linda’s Birthday 

June 

turn to the word for it 

return to bed 
return to dinner 
tune to breath 
breathe 

Make a note for anytime to sing of 
Today 

I wore a gingham shirt 
without sweater 
it shone 
2pth of June 
Birthday 
196 / 
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LONDON 


4 0’clock: stove 
to off: remember 

THE PLACE 
was a London 
Cafe 

& for lunch: hunger 
yesterday summer & Sunday 

notice 


BELLS 


that ring bring 

plates & cod, silver & chips, vinegar, pudding, 
& straw, bottle & hand 


pepsicola, 
/ salt 


sitting up at table 
girls 0 
they see me 


& me 

& the waiter 

notice the waiter: LOOKS: 


a man took 3 cups of tea saucers & spoons sugar in one sugar in 
one sugar in one lie does it TO THEM 


he drinks a cup, including the splashings in the saucer, stirs 
another, drinks a cup, including the splashings in the saucer 


SUMMER DAY 

the waiter carries the empties away 


remember in toronto 

WHO THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOURE LOOKING AT 


brown eyes 

did anyone ever tell you 


vnn S 5nL A J}; 15 IH VICItITX SHEPHERDS BUSH 
J22 -fS H£ A TALL L °NDON BOBBY SEEN GROWING a BEARD! 

YOU MUSTNT LOOK AT ME LIKE THAT I NEVER KNOW WHAT TO THINK I 


she said 

she came in & I was lying on the bed 
note 


I SAY/ AW OLD LADY 

Y/HO STARTED TO LIVE BY THE WINDOW 

AND THE WAITER CAUGHT HER 

AND TOOK HER TO A CORNER 

AND TOOK HER A DISH OE BROKEN DONUTS 

& her cup of tea 

r lc »| h n ^ IE> * T T0 , 1 was in the Tate Gallery Look At 
DeKoOning m colour where the rain that hasn't stopped we 

/listened to 


TURNER 

& atmospheres 


like looking up a girl's skirt 
I see what 
I can 


IN A HIND IN A MIND WHERE BILLIONS 

of them shine 

she’s trying to see what I’m writing 



LONGLANDS 


I hear 

the gander didn’t hiss at me. 

XIas it me? no • 
it was the gander. 

It was me. yes 

we have recognized each other 

He expects me to carry food. I 
expect him to carry food. 

Neither is satisfied and I think 
I am smarter than he is. 

I see 

he has more fucking than I have. 

Of course 

I am not as proud 

but I say my walk is more elegant. 

I know 

fear and caution 

we need 

still 

altogether 

we have lived in the same yard. 

I am bigger. 

He is whiter. 


VENEZUELA 


The poor baby that dies 
in Venezuela 

as elsewhere in Latin America 

is dressed, as best 

with small wings 

as angel, goes home 

to Heaven 

the death causes 

celebration 

in the house 

of the long lives that live after 

behind 

in Venezuela 

And they give 
their body 
the baby 

to the poor house of the neighbours 

for cause, for them 

as well 

to celebrate 

something 

in Venezuela 

Tropic 

decay is prevented 

they boil the body 

in water 

my radio plays 

Venezuelan folk 

music 

I live 

far away 

living 

from people 

that live far away 

in Venezuela 
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-gerry gilbert 



LONGLANDS 


I hear 

the gander didn’t hiss at me. 

V/as it me? no • 
it was the gander. 

It was me. yes 

we have recognized each other 

He expects me to carry food. I 
expect him to carry food. 

Neither is satisfied and I think 
i am smarter than he is. 

I see 

he has more fucking than I have. 

Of course 

I am not as proud 

but I say my walk is more elegant. 

I know 

fear and caution 

we need 

still 

altogether 

we have lived in the same yard. 

I am bigger. 

He is whiter. 



VENEZUELA 


The poor baby that dies 
in Venezuela 

as elsewhere in Latin America 

is dressed, as best 

with small wings 

as angel, goes home 

to Heaven 

the death causes 

celebration 

in the house 

of the long lives that live after 
behind 

in Venezuela 

And they give 
their body 
the baby 

to the poor house of the neighbours 

for cause, for them 

as well 

to celebrate 

something 

in Venezuela 

Tropic 

decay is prevented 

they boil the body 

in water 

my radio plays 

Venezuelan folk 

music 

I live 

far away 

living 

from people 

that live far away 

in Venezuela 


32 


-gerry gilbert 



THE FISH 


I want to say that I've phoned you 
a dozen times this week 
and sometimes the dog has answered 
and sometimes the parrot 
and once 

the imperturbable fish in their aquarium 
revolved through my ear 

like fossils of your tongue 

(33llg i§. ia be recited in those silences which come upon 
bars when the ;iuke box and the conversations stop at 
_the same time for no apparent reason .) 

(This. is to be recited in the laziness of Sunday after noons 
: Yams arg, buckets filling with sunlight .) 

(This is to. be recited late at night on a streetcorner as 
the bus retreats into the distance , into the blurred 
sound of old cities rusting under water.) 

I have returned to inhabit my body 
we have inhabited our bodies 

my feet again touch a real floor 

as my hand has touched this sheet / your back 

and because we have so lived in these rooms 
I keep phoning 

the dog, the parrot 
the fish in their aquarium circling 
like remembrances of tongues 

(This is to be recited slowly 
and with care .) 


-jack anderson 
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THREE POEMS 


nite 


i remember 
a blue chevy 
by the edge 
of the tressel 

when Hands go , 
to the tender flesh 
beneath her skirt 

the car seat 
is too short 

and too narrow 

for loves proper makin 

yet the young go on 
lookin / for love 

in 4 letter places 
w/ pubic faces 


a blossom and a half 

Herman moves 
the siphon pipe 
across 

the rows of beans 

to be able to afford 
margerita 

who lives 

in the orland camp 

fat with his child 
from beyond 
the aberitos 

prayer book 

in the church of st mary 
at Hamilton city 
the children come 
in summer 

to learn their catechism 



and go to the park 
for the toilet 

where there is less embarrassment 
at children 
who piss in the face 
of the catholic refuse 


[’643 


mmiimzimimiiuiiuu 


the keepin of records 

for the memory of aunt lemo 

sept 24 64 


i felt the morning flush of midnite rain 
the way august was in 56 or 7 when i returned 
from 4~h camp at alpine Wyoming to find 
a houseful of our relatives for your funeral 

a hopeless congregation of a family 
gone bad at the root of Charlie rob 

you spoke of navajo trading post in Arizona 
where we visited your leathery face petrified 
wood of curious trinkets made of silver and 
turquoise by the indians in your home after the war 

you were a licensed vender of goods for 
the indians and paid your special fees as i 
also pay my special fees for registrin and 
witlidrawin and registrin at idaho state 

you are registerd these few years at mt mccaleb 
cemetry amongst the weeds and lilacs and no large 
tombstone ,c : 

your brother imitates your father & another 
family in the chain of broken marriage beds 
finds me the youngest grovelin to be free 
as you also tried to free yourself from the 
state hospital at blackfoot 

oh died you quietly 

and at peace with our paranoia 


the officials are all gone that were in charge 
when you stayed but a kind man showed me a card 
punched full of holes that assures me death was 
quiet for our sickness 

all the other rascal cousins have made off with your 
paintings and i have none of their brashness to 
console my head 

the mormon eruption has ill settled among these 
mountains and deserts, grama 

lies in a pink housecoat with one of the lenses 
shattered in her glasses 

reading with a great green ulcer on her leg and 
bad dreams of amputation 

oh will she die quiet with her head 
punched full of holes for reassurance 

you knelt on our sidewalk and begged me to come 
promisin to not hurt me and i ran 
afraid into the house 

we bug our neighbors and harm those we love 

how certainly we must die quietly mad 

our ship of decadence is full of provisions 
for the journey to where 

the memory of our happenstance is quiet and 
the record keepers are unwelcome 


UUUUUMIUIUUUUUU 


bracero bracero 

por liermano y rudolpho 


florida is 

the hangin pistol 

on the map 

of god-spangled america 

which ramon rode 

12 days across 

in a train car 

worth thousands 

to keep produce fresh 

for the florida contrition 




flowed like concentrated 

orange juice 

to send his body back 

back to woodland in northstate California 

where the goldwater guns are loaded 

with contradictory measures 

of freedom and dignity 

all the way to chico 

and along the esplanade 

the local established Spanish americans 

join the anglos to curse 

the god damn menicans 

who sprawl in labor camps 

pawns/ on the bas relief 

of a well fed amorican shufflaboard 

one step from the feodale 

hunt for the teamsters 
drivin partially red 
trucks of tomatoes 
picked by stolen labor 
for everybodys ketchup 

barry of the fuzzy tongue 
supports this insanity 
needin the farmers vote 
to join the votes from 
semi-literate suburbia 

and the wealthy nigger-hatin superpatriots 
to better organize our freedom 

while the politicans blither on 
legislatin new mockeries 
on the cantalopes of wrath 
unable and afraid to 
alter more than tokenly 
the status quo 

ramon still rides across this land 
clawin at the inside of 
the frige rated car 
dreamin of the hot dry fields 
and his dead people 

who are watched by the farmer 

every Sunday afternoon 

with his wife 

who rides 

with him 

in his pickup 


iiis tired hand 
is on 

her'well worn knee 
and his heart 
is bigger 
than 

his diamond 


-Charles potts [ 64 ] 
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r . C0R1I0 SI.1PI,U11AD0/The Plumed Horn 

{is-having Apartado Postal Hum. 26546 
a tad Mexico 13, D.P, Mexico 

time: fi- 

n^ncidlly. .. so, it is a good mag-a good ex¬ 
change going on inside those 
covers... Send Money*if you can. 




The Wattle Grove Press is looking for an author 
•69 Georgetown Road to publish... 

H ewnliam Tasmania 
AUSTRAILIA 




. , just received 

YOU mark, antonv. nav- 

tgator noon the ir‘U 


by 


Judson Crews 


Edward 


Dorn’s 


I±A 11 P§—PP-1. (just received in mornings mail) 
is out by Totem/ Corinth : °1.25 

9 9 9 9 y 9 9 p 9 9 9 P P •) 0 0 ) 9 p f) jj q n n 9 & R 

P . Q?try for Hovember has some good work there. 

IMAGO (two) - edited by George Powering c/o 

the english deot. 
univ. of alberta, 

//////// ,, dalgary, alberLa ,Canada 

:::::jfrom the variety of mars that 
have come m, it looks like the MIMEOGRAPH frevnlnt.-inn t i,' 
being replaced by offset, etc. [we HHost priced one!] 












SOPHISTICATED INSTINCT 

In northern Michigan 

the sweep of wind's 

forces the spread-winged goshawks, 

shredding their grasshoppers, 

to sit in the shade of fences. 

They eat with easy purpose, 
watching the white smoke 
of men hunting 
the flying birds. 

-stuart friebert 
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LETTERS 


Vancouver 
11 Nov. 64 


...Apparently, after various complaints, the Quebec Attorney-General 
one Claude Wagner, showed reporters a film made on the spot to show 
that the police work in Quebec City during the queen’s visit wasn’t 
all that bad: only trouble was, whenever there were little shots 
of police charging crowds or slugging people with night sticks, it 
was shown in slow-motion, so force couldn’t be judged---—anyways, 
apparently they figure it’s alright for the cops to hit a man as 
long as they don’t hit him too hard. Or something agin. Pictures 
of long lines of cops & RCAF personnel, solid for blocks, backs to 
the sidewalks, here & there a little knot of spectators, 5 or 6—— 
it's said that in places the guards outnumbered the "crowds" by 


B.C. telephone company has a new type of bill out that 
doesn’t look like a bill at all, so I don’t think I’ll pay it; 
looks like a placemat from a prairie.cafe.., 


noppppposopopopooDp 

VO'VvV'bl/vlyV^VVUV'vVv'v' 


best, J. 


D9»Dpp5Pppp5 


u 

V'is 


Mexico City 
Nov. 17th 

...I say that latin america wants to raise its voice above well- 
paid organs of O.A.3. etc,, because we see so many of those organs 
and what they convey...a false picture, cut from the accepted top, 
never going into what’s happening really, never communicating the 
picture which, in tiie states, we all have so completely of the 
american scene, the working aspects as they come and go, what they 
leave (the little mags, mimeos, readings, letters, etc.) Here 
there is that too, of course, in abundance from the 23 countries 
which make up this vast continent, but since all in Spanish it 
remains apart from the US eye/ear. 

When I speak of the revolution 

which is taking place, I speak on two levels: for the exiles from 
Ecuador, for the Cubans, for the men in the hills in Venezuela 
and Nicaragua and Columbia, for these people it is largely or com¬ 
pletely political of course: the social revolution (marxist) vhich 
must eventually lead to the socialist state in place of the imper¬ 
ialist put-down which has sapped these people to their very souls 
for too long. But, and this is important, when S. and I speak of 
revolution we speak of this political change hand in hand with a 







spiritual revolution which touches us daily through letters, poems , 
conta ct with thousands of working artists whose contact comes through 
to our place with EL CORNO . Instead of the age old Marxian idea of 
remaking the society for the people to live in, here there is now 
the desire (from within all kinds of people) of also remaking the 
inner man to live in the new society. An avoidance of the idea, in 
older times unavoidable, that the socialist revolution automatically 
puts a clamp on the artists, expression, etc,* Cuba shows this now, 
to a tremendous extent, when one notes the incredible amount of 
publishing (and on all fronts, not just political), the great yearn¬ 
ing for reading, etc* The books that are being published by Havana’s 
Casa de las Americas is nothing short of astounding. And as a 
nicaraguan poet, Francisco Valle, sand in the encuentro of poets 
here in February: "Agrarian reform of the spirit before agrarian 
reform of the lands’ ” 

The hard-put revolutionaries (those who are 
making bombs, who are fighting in the mountains, who come to Mexico 
-as the Ecuatorians- after months of imprisonment and torture) gen¬ 
erally give 10 years as the time it will take for the majority of 
the latin american countries to gain socialism either by force, or 
by, in some cases, legal elections — several of these failed by 
little this year,, (Brazil, Chile, etc.) That is real, is measurable, 
is happening. 

* * * 

...about the situation in Ecuador: about a year ago, as you prob¬ 
ably know, the president was overthrown by the military (the right) 
and the country became a military state. At that time all writers 
who were involved in writing articles and columns against the gov’t, 
(tne militarists) were put in prison. Our representative there, . 
Miguel Donoso Pareja (who aside from being a fine poet made his living 
as a political writer) was siezed along with two of his five children. 
The children were released immediately, of course, but he served 6 
months followed by forced exile 0 In order to deny their thousands 
of political prisoners, these countries (in this case, Ecuador) send 
them out of the country with tourist visas. In Mexico Miguel worked 
for another six months in order to get the money needed to bring 
his wife and two of their children. They hope to bring the other 
three by the time the school term starts here in February, What 
most Americans probably don’t grasp is that in latin america the 
’avant-garde’ is almost all communist; it is a matter of allegience 
in nations whose situation is far different from that existing in 
the U.S. Some more, of course, and some less. Through Miguel we 
have met exiles who are primarilly poets and others who are not 
writers at all; simply political ’guerillas’. One young girl, my 
age, had to turn herself in when a bomb being armed in her apartment 
accidentally exploded killing her companion who held it in his hands. 
The whole building was blown sky-high* She escaped, severely wounded, 
and her comrades cared for her in the hills. But when she heard that 
60 innocent people were being held pending her capture, she turned 
herself in* She, too, suffered six months imprisonment and torture 
in their effort to gain names which she refused to give them. These 
people are intensely serious, dedicated completely to their cause. 









New she is in Mexico with her four year old daughter, looking for 
work. She is a painter, but primarilly a revolutionist. As I say, 
some are active, some not, but all together in a deeper than skin 
ideal. Great discussions take place: violence vs, non-violence, 
talk of the war resistors of the U.S., the negro fight, the completely 
different situation in latin america, but all agreeing that the world 
must, will ch ange,., 

best, Meg, 
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CONTRIBUTOR’ S IIP TBS 


: Jack Anderson- when living in Berkeley he had a poem in 

WILD DOG 5> now he lives in New York and 
has a poem in WILD DOG 12... 

: Victor Contoski- teaching at Ohio State U./ spent 3 yrs. 

in Poland (the last year on a Fulbright)/ 
publ. in Chicago Review . Antioch Reveiw 
and soon in Polish Reveiw ... 

: Stuart Friebert- teaches German at Oberlin Col./ awaiting 

word on collection of liis work for publ. 


: Gerry Gilbert- living in Devon, England/ studying the 

potter’s a.rt/ publ. volume of poetry, 

WHITE LUNCH , from Vancouver earlier this 
year.,. 

% Charles Guenther- writes from St. Louis/ a collection 

of his translations, MODERN ITALIAN 
POSTS, (inferno Press') contains work of 
Salvatore Quasimodo, 1959 Nobel Prize 
winner for literature. 

: Madeline (Matt) Hudson- our Ourt Editor- who did cover for 

V/D 11 (and we forget to mention 
samel)/ has worked mainly as cos¬ 
tume designer and actress with 
previous studies in graphics and 
sculpture... 

: C. Peret- (cover) presently in Mallorca/ in 1961 had one 
man show of paintings in New York... 

: Allen Planz- is putting together an anthology of recent 
poems (published or not) on civil rights & 
racial issues in the U.S. & is receiving MSS. 
at 145 2nd Ave NYC 10003... 











WILD DOG is available at the following bookstores: 


Eighth Street Bookshop 
32 West 47th Street 
Hew York 11, N.Y. 

The Gotham Book Mart 
41 West 47th Street 
New York 36, N.Y. 

The Phoenix Book Shop 
18 Cornelia Street 
New York 14, N.Y. 

Pangloss Bookstore 
1284 Mass. itve. 

Cambridge 38, Mass. 

The Asphodel Book Shop 
465 The Arcade 
Cleveland 14, Ohio 

City Lights Books 
261 Columbus Ave. 

San Francisco 11, Calif. 

The Bookshop 
812 Main St. 

Boise, Idaho 

in Salt Lake City... 

Paperbook Gallery 
72 East 2nd South 

College Book Store 
200 University St. 

also in a couple of libraries: 

(behind the Binga House) 
the Booklover's Library 
Lucknow, India 

Memorial Library 
University of Wisconsin 

Lament Library 
Harvard University 


Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 











[V/ILD DOG Mo. 13 will be 
out in January sometime] 


[SUBSCRIPTIONS are 4 .00 for 
10 issues] 


[Individual copies usually sell 
for 50 cents each] 
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